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Mr. Swash, the honourable Member for Topr^ 'c, called
Mr. Buckler, the honourable Member for looting, some-
thing unparliamentary. (" Order ! ") And of how Mr.
Buckler retorted that Mr. Swash was something worse.
(" Hear, hear / " and " Order ! ") And of how Mr. Swash
waved his fists (uproar), and Mr. Buckler threw himself
upon the Chair, or threw some papers. (" Order ! order !
order ! ") And of how there was great confusion, and Mr.
Swash, or Mr. Buckler, was suspended, and led vociferous
out of the Mother of Parliaments by the Serjeant-at-
Arms, with other edifying details. The little affair be-
tween Michael and Sir Alexander went off in other wise.
With an instinct of common decency, they both made
for the lavatory; nor till they reached those marble halls
did either take the slightest notice of the other. In front
of a roller towel Michael said :
" Now, sir, perhaps you'll tell me why you behaved like
a dirty dog. You knew perfectly well the construction
that would be placed on your words."
Sir Alexander turned from a hair-brush.
" Take that 1 " he said, and gave Michael a swinging
box on the ear. Staggering, Michael came up wildly with
his right, and caught Sir Alexander on the nose. Their
movements then became intensive. Michael was limber,
Sir Alexander stocky ; neither was over proficient with his
fists. The affair was cut short by the honourable Member
for Wasbaston, who had been in retirement. Coming
hastily out of a door, he received simultaneously a black
eye, and a blow on the diaphragm, which caused him to
collapse. The speaker, now, was the Member for Was-
baston, in language stronger than those who knew the
honourable gentleman would have supposed possible.
" Pm frightfully sorry, sir," said Michael. " It's always
the innocent party who comes off worst."

